TRUMPET VOLUNTARY
tion is completely justified. Not long ago I was having a holiday
in a lovely quiet place where a year ago I had enjoyed perfect
rest after the good-night voices had finally died down. The
church was opposite my bedroom window, less than fifty yards
away. Gradually I realized, the year after, that there had been a
strong change for the better in our war news, and a change for the
worse in its very very tiny repercussion on that precious, carelessly
accepted night tranquillity. Winston Churchill had released the
ban on the chimes. Proudly and melodiously, near and clear and
loud, that church dock told me the time every quarter of an hour,
right through the night and right through every night. If I fell
asleep between the quarters, it woke me ten minutes later to tell
me that it was a quarter past, half past, or a quarter to.
One cannot argue with a church clock chining and striking its
endless platitudes, and my heart failed at the idea of visiting the
power behind the chimes, plaintively to question whether indeed
there were people who wanted to know the time every quarter
of an hour all through the night, even if their own watches were
broken and had gone to be repaired seven-and-a-half months ago,
even then— 5 It was easier to give up my room, give up my holiday
and come home.
At home, we must not forget Alexander Graham BelTs telephone.
The telephone bell striking upon the ear, can, as far as I am con-
cerned, produce four distinct reactions as well as a hundred more
subde. First, when it is heaven's own carillon whatever time it
rings, day or night, disturbing you from work, rousing you from
sleep, calling you back when you have started to go out, calling
you upstairs when you are down, downstaks when you are up;
to put it succinctly, when it is That Call for which you have waited
and can hardly bear to wait any longer (see Dorothy Parker's
serene and happy litde sketch on the subject). Next, the legitimate
sound when the call is of professional, business or domestic urgency,
such as your plumber, or your bank manager; they, too, may
ring up at any time, when you are at work,, asleep, going out,
upstairs or downstairs. Next, the impenitent trill of the telephone
ringing when it is a friend, when it is Robin Maugham or Gkdys
Calthrop or Marguerite or Gill or Rebecca or Kate Mary; when it
is someone whom you like talking to but who had absolutely no
right to ring you up during working hours when the awful decree
has gone forth that you must not be disturbed except on matters
of life or death; but if work happens to be lagging, well—you are
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